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appointed professor in Vienna for a long time yet.
It was a case of going either to the University of
Cernovice, or perhaps to Germany. I thought it
all out very clearly: if I went to Germany I should
become a German writer; I should have to publish
German books: but I myself should still remain
a Czech, even if only a "lost Czech" like one of
our tailors in Berlin or a farmer in Texas. A man
remains what he was born. But just about then the
Czech University was set up in Prague, and I was
invited to go there. So I went.

Was I glad to go? I was almost sorry. I had
certain apprehensions on account of my Czech, and
I shrank from the conditions prevailing there in
literature and philosophy. I did not know Prague
at all; I had only paid a couple of flying visits
there. Once when I fetched my pupil Schlesinger
from Maridnsk6 Laznfe; that evening I looked in
at the Arena Theatre where they were playing a
stupid farce; after the theatre I went to a ca&
and watched the strange business of prostitution.
So my first visit had not made a very good impression
on me. The second time I had only spent a night
there, on my way back from America to Vienna
with my wife. My knowledge of Czech literature
was quite unsystematic; at school at Brno there were